Is done! the Belgick Lyon, whoſe loud roar 
Fill d all the Ocean from Shore to Shore 
With Noiſe and Vapour; is uncas'd, and now 
| Diſcovers both his Ears, and Body too ; 
Theſe Swoln Romantique Papers which have flown, 
Abroad and fill'd-each Part of Chriſtendom 

With Lying Rumors, which proclaim'd what you 

Both had Deſign'd and were rel{olv'd to Do 

That durſt with baſe unhallow'd Ink defale 

The Reput:tion of the Nobleſt Ile 

Great Neptune's Arms e're circled,nay blaſpheme 

That Sacred Head which wears a Diadem 


Second to none in Europe, now appear 
Juſt Monuments both of your Shame and Fear 


True Pourtraits of your Baſeneſs, Wretched Slaves 
Did you believe that your Batavian Braves 
Could fright the Britti/h Monarch ? Skellunrs, no ! 
The greateſt of your Force is much below 
His cheapeſt Thoughts ; though all your Heere's wore Crowns 
Rich as the Sun e're ſaw, though all your Towns 
Were Hogen-Mogen Empires, though your Souls 
Were keener then your Cheeſe, and your fat Joules 
Big as your Brandy, yet he'le give you knocks 

"ch as will break the ſtrongeſt Butter-box; 

Vill melt you into your firſt Maſs, and then 
fou'le be the Poor diſtreſſed States agen 3 
Yat you were got on Tip-toeth' Air of Francs 
id purg'd your Phlegm, and taught you how to dance, 


| DTacſe new Lawaltoes, dull-brain'd, ſtupid Rogues. 
Worlt then the worſt of men, then Indian Jogues 
Could you forget whatgreat ELIZ A did 
YWheu A#va'> Duke, Coos like beitrid 

Your Jadiſh Backs, when th' Inquiſition tore 
Your heart-ſtrings out, and bath'd your fidesin Gore, 


| When Sea and Land were both ſhut up, and you 


Neither knew where to ſtay, nor howto go, 
The Ezg/i/b Valour then, (ſo much of late 


Deſpis'd by you) buoy'd up your ſinking State, 
Reſcu'd you from that Force, by which you were 


| [Throwndown into the bottom-of Deſpaire, 


Theſe then were favours,which to do you right 
Youever fince have labour'd to requite | 


Witneſs the Kindneſs, which by you wasſhewn 


To usat Barda, and at Pulleroon 


 |[Amboina's Mercies too were great, and ſuch 


As didtoall men ſpeak youtraly DUTCH, 
Know then you Fen-bred Frogs, the time is come 
Will give you a juſt Retribution 

The Mighty God, the God of Battels has 
Furbiſh'd that Sword which ſay'd you then, to paſs 
Thorough your Bowels now, that hand which he 
Advanc'd to break your Bonds and ſet you free 
He'le arm with Vengeance, and VindiGive Rage, 
To beat youinto your firſt Vaſſallage. 
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